CHAPTER 145 


September 14, 2011 


“Let’s see... History report, Biology report, English report; Jesus fuck, how many 
reports do | need to right?” 


Justin was at his locker, trying to figure out what books he needed to bring home to 
cram for all of his homework for the night. From the looks of it, pretty much every 
single book. | mean, why couldn’t they have gotten all of this work over summer 
vacation? They just had to cram like seven reports into the time span of a few days? 
He was just one man, dammit! He couldn’t handle all of this at once. Maybe if he 
just divided the work up between him and Chie; each of them could take a couple 
reports, share it with the other, tweak a few things, then boom. Efficiency at its 
finest. Oh but wait, Chie is against cheating and copying and all that shit... Well 
fuck. I’m screwed. Justin sighed, shuffling through his locker in search of his 
belongings. He was about to grab his shit, when he heard an all too familiar voice in 
the background. A small smile crossed his face as her voice echoed through the 
corridors. He knew he was forgetting something or someone when he came back to 
this miserable place they called school; he almost felt bad for not running into her 
earlier. 


“What do you want?” Ai’s voice rang through the hallways. Seemed like she was 
being just as bitchy as always; which only served to amuse Justin in a lot of ways. 
Honestly, it was kind of charming in small enough doses. Like, Justin wouldn’t hang 
around Ai all day when she was in one of those moods, but a snide remark here and 
a snide remark there was oddly refreshing from the phony smiles people tried to 
wear around him on a daily basis. No one was perfectly happy; acting otherwise was 
idiotic. Justin turned about, curious who she was talking to, and ready to make his 
way over to say hello once she was done turning down whoever it was she was 
talking to. Because let’s be honest; it’s obvious that she was rejecting someone. 
She always was. 


“Hey, Ai-chan. Haven't heard from you in a while. What's up with that?” The boy she 
had been talking to spoke up, a smug grin on his face, a confident aura to his 
stance and words. Justin raised his eyebrow slightly, closing his locker for just a 
moment to lean against it as he watched the events that were unfolding in front of 
him. It was strange; most of the guys that tried to flirt with Ai were these strange, 
socially awkward nerds who could barely keep up with their own words. This guy... 
not so much. Justin wasn’t sure how to describe him. He’d say smooth, but... “What, 
you gonna play hard to get now? | see how it is!”...Yeah. He was very clearly pissed 
that Ai refused to answer his remark. Which Justin could kind of understand, but... | 
don’t know, something about the tone to his voice... It sounded like he was angry 


long before he came here. Something felt off. Justin bit his bottom lip, crossing his 
arms as he watched. He got a bad feeling in his gut about this. 


“You think | didn't hear about your new arm candy? That transfer student, Souji, 
right? Are you seriously dating that loser?” Justin rolled his eyes and shook his head. 
Why was it that it was a rumor that he was dating everyone BUT the girl he actually 
was dating, and was very public about. He didn’t even try to hide the fact that him 
and Chie were a thing, as much as Chie did. Why was this even a topic of 
discussion? And for the record, he didn’t take too kindly to be calling a loser. Yeah, 
I’m a loser; so why don’t ya kill me? Regardless of how offended Justin was by all of 
this, it was becoming increasingly clear this guy had nothing but bad intentions. | 
mean, Justin had NEVER seen anyone get this worked up over getting rejected; that 
is, anyone but Mitsuo. I’m sure you recall how that went down. He was on guard, 
waiting for this prick to cross the line. 


“_,.We're not dating. And don't talk about him like-“ Ai begin to speak, defending 
Justin’s honor, still seemingly unaware of his presence on the opposite side of the 
room. Was nice to see she was defending him even when she didn’t know he was 
around; meant she genuinely cared about him and his reputation. On the other 
hand, this asshole seemed to be getting some sick kick out of it, and you could tell 
Ai was getting more than a little uncomfortable as the kid got a little closer, 
smirking and laughing and cutting her and her pleas off. He just didn’t care; and 
that was problematic. 


“Coulda fooled me! Heh, not that I'm worried or anything... | mean, come on, me 
versus him? Not even a contest! | could show you stuff you've never even dreamed 
of, babe.” The guy tried to flirt her in a very creepy way; kinda like what a rapist 
would say in an attempt at making it less rape and more consensual. You know, 
because why do something illegal when you could do it without repercussion? Not 
that they had any intention of taking no for an answer. And neither did this guy, as 
he slowly creeped up on her, a lustful smirk on his face. Justin bit his bottom lip, 
curling his hands into fists. This was disgusting to every fiber of his being. It was a 
wonder he hadn’t come over and decked this guy yet. Maybe it was just that Ai was 
TRYING to defend herself, and Justin didn’t want to be that guy. She was standing 
up for herself; and that was a good thing. So for now, he’d just bite his tounge and 
see how this went. If it went to shit, his fists were always ready to talk on Ai’s 
behalf. 


“Stop it. Geez... There's nothing going on between you and me. Never has been.” Ai 
remarked with annoyance and disgust, trying to push the pervert away from her. 
There was a reason she never dreamed about the stuff he wanted to show her; 
because she didn’t dream of pathetic assholes who would do anything to get into 
someone’s pants. By this point, the other guy was twitching, his smirk slowly fading 
into an angry glare, continuing to narrow the distance between the two. And Ai was 


slowly running out of space to back away from him with. Jesus, where was the 
faculty anyway that they were ignoring all of this crap. 


"Hey, listen. | can only take so much of your mouth. Come on. Now.” The kid barked 
out orders at her. He wasn’t even asking anymore, he was telling her she was going 
to go with him... Or else. Jesus, who even let people like this into school? They 
should be in a fucking institution, not allowed around girls to victimize. | mean, what 
the fuck? This was literally the exact thing rapists did. If they weren’t in a school 
right now, one that presumably had security cameras, Justin would almost believe 
he really did intend to get down and dirty right here. Whether she liked it or not. 
And she very clearly didn’t. He had started to reach his hand out to grab her by the 
wrists, though she swiftly slapped it away, not taking any of his bullshit. She wasn’t 
going anywhere, especially not with some sleeze like him. Apparently resisting 
might have been one of the worst moves she could have made; it only served to 
piss him off more. 


“Forget it. I'm not going anywhere with you.” Ai repeated, more sternly. Before she 
had been cautiously afraid to interact with the guy; but after being told that she had 
to go with him to do things she had no doubt were filthy and disgusting, she had 
enough. The last straw had been drawn for both of them; and you would think that 
would be enough to send both of them in opposite directions, content to be pissed 
off at the other. But like all creepy raper guys, this guy had no intention of walking 
away fruitless from his efforts. He WOULD get her to come with him, and if she 
didn’t go, he’d put her in her place. 


“Hey... Hey! What the hell!? You had me wrapped around your little finger and now 
you're gonna act like this!? You want me to leave a mark on that precious face of 
yours? I'll call up some friends! It'll be a party!” The asshole threatened her. It was a 
bit debatable what kind of mark he intended to leave on her face if he intended to 
invite friends, but it was clear that was no way to talk to ANY lady; especially one 
that’s told you no on several occasions. She doesn’t want to go with you; what part 
about that is not going through that thick head of yours. Justin had to hold himself 
back from getting in the middle by this point. Clearly since he seemed to have been 
brought into the equation, somehow he got the feeling that stepping into this would 
only make it worse. No need to piss this guy off more, right? In retrospect, he 
probably should have punched him the moment he opened his mouth. 


“| don't care about your stupid threats. Why don't you just do it already?” Ai dared 
him, not at all afraid of his threats. And as good as it was that Ai was standing up for 
herself, she never REALLY had a problem with that before, so perhaps letting Ai 
handle this herself wasn’t a necessary move. In fact, it was probably a really shitty 
move. The other kid’s eyes were practically popping out of his head by this point, 
pure anger flowing through his veins. That was it; that was the last straw for him. 
This was the point where he had enough of her smartass mouth. If she wasn’t going 
to go with him, he was going to give her a reason to. 


“I'm officially pissed off now, you little shit!” He shouted with pure anger, before 
lashing out with one swift movement, slapping her across the face. Within a split 
second Justin had reacted, pushing himself away from the locker and dashing out 
towards this asshole. No one laid a finger on a lady; especially just because she 
rejected your psychotic ass. Within seconds Justin had tackled the student to the 
ground, pure anger flowing through him, as he beat him senselessly, fists flying 
every which way as he pounded his face into the floor below him. Ai just watched on 
with shock, not really sure how to react to Justin beating this guy to a bloody pulp. 
And | do mean a bloody pulp; the guy’s face was a mess after only a short while. 
The guy clearly deserved it, but even this was a little shocking. 


“You... Mother... Fucker!” Justin shouted in between each swing of his arms, his 
now golden eyes menacingly staring down at the terrified senior beneath him, 
crying out in pain and fear as he struggled to break free of the vicious beating he 
had been ensnared in. Alas, Justin had been firmly seated on the guy’s torso, 
pinning him to the ground as he tried to escape. Justin had stood idly by, expecting 
this guy to learn his lesson and walk away after being rejected for the seventh or 
eighth time, he had GIVEN this creep the benefit of the doubt, the chance to keep 
his teeth. And what did he do? He put his hands on a lady. That shit wasn’t going to 
fly. Justin wasn’t even sure who he was madder at: This asshole for being the most 
despicable excuse for a human being Justin had ever laid eyes on, or himself for not 
acting sooner. Perhaps it was that confusion that kept his fists going for minutes, 
despite the pleading of the asshole beneath him. By the time he had finished 
getting all of that violence out of his system, blood was completely covering his 
face, his white skin now soaking red. It wasn’t a pretty sight. Justin gasped for air, 
still not relinquishing his spot pinning the prick to the ground. He wasn’t done just 
yet, even if his fists were. After a moment of regathering his energy, he gripped the 
senior by his shirt, pulling him up close to Justin’s face so he could see the pure 
hatred in his eyes. 


“Let’s get something straight here, asshole. You don’t put your hands on 
a woman ever! You hear me!?” The enraged Justin shouted at the bauling 
teenager, tears mixing with his blood as he fearfully tried to escape the position he 
had just put himself in. All he wanted was to get a little bit of action; he never 
intended for it to end with him beaten and bloody on the ground. “If | ever see 
you put so much as a finger on her, or any girl again, I’Il make sure you 
don’t have any fingers to repeat that mistake. Do you understand me!?” 


“Y-yes!” The thug shouted in fear as Justin leered over him, fists clenched, eyes 
shut as he prayed to the gods above to save him. Unfortunatly, God doesn’t love 
rapists and woman beaters. Justin brought his fist down on the asshole one more 
time, punching him clean out with a powerful strike to the head. And with that, he 
was unconscious. Justin sighed, closing his eyes to regain control over himself, to 
suppress the shadow again, before eventually lifting himself off the ground, turning 
his attention over to Ai, who had been watching on with shocked, yet almost 


pleasurable disgust. She WANTED to see that asshole get what was coming to him, 
she just never pictured it’d be so... bloody. 


“Are you alright?” Justin questioned after a moment, sympathetic eyes gazing at the 
red mark on her cheek. Ai’s eyes widened a bit with surprise, having forgotten 
about the pain along her cheekbone for a moment, caught so off-guard by the 
sudden exhibition of violence. She was surprised in all honesty to see Justin so calm 
now after beating a man to a bloody pulp but a moment earlier. In fact, he actually 
looked kind of sad. Was it regret for his actions? Or was it regret for his lack 
thereof? “He didn’t hurt you, did he?” 


“I'll be fine as soon as | get some ice on it...” Ai smiled slightly, trying to alleviate 
Justin’s concerns. Justin sighed a bit, leaning against the wall behind him as he tried 
to maintain his balance. Supressing his shadow always did take a lot of effort, but 
luckily, he had been getting better at it. It was just shit like this that made 
everything he worked for pointless. How could he not lose his shit when someone 
just smacked a friend of his across her face, just because she rejected him? It just 
wasn’t right. “Is... he going to be okay?” Ai questioned, looking at the bloody heap 
that was once a man. Justin just shook his head a bit. 


“He wasn’t okay in the first place.” Justin remarked with a slight sigh. It sounded 
like a smart-ass remark, but it was true. Anyone who had tried to pull the shit he 
had done couldn’t have been two right in the head. Laying his hands on a woman 
because he wasn’t getting his way... Now who was the loser? “Figures the first time 
| see you in a month and it’s under these circumstances.” Justin mocked himself and 
his unfortunate luck. He wasn’t as violent a person as he made himself out to be; he 
didn’t LIKE having to kick the crap out of people like this. It was just instinct; he 
couldn't just let people get away with this kind of crap, and that was the only way 
he knew how to put people in their place. It was the way he was taught after all... 
Though was it the fingers or the brain that He was teaching a lesson? Probably the 
former. Point was, he was sick of everything ending with someone's bloody being 
thrown to the ground. He supposed trouble just found its way to him like a magnet. 


“D-Don't worry about it. | just thought... Maybe | could do something to help you, for 
once.” Ai remarked, trying to dismiss Justin’s concerns over the beaten student just 
inches away from his feet. Probably would have helped if she wasn’t concerned over 
that herself. It was REALLY gross to look at afterall, and she did have to wonder if 
Justin acted this way around other people. He seemed fine around her, if a bit 
aggressive at times. She didn’t think he’d so quickly resort to violence. Alas, in the 
end though, she supposed it was the only real option left. It was self-defense after 
all. 


“Do me a favor. Don’t.” Justin remarked as Ai announced she was trying to do this 
for his sake. “Otherwise it’ll just end like this... | appreciate the gesture, but really. 
Don’t put yourself at risk just for me. | can handle myself.” Justin smiled slightly, 


hoping to wipe away her concerns. Ai shook her head, a grin on her face all the 
while. Maybe he could handle himself; but there was a little more to it than just 
being able to fight back. It was her turn to give back to Justin for everything he had 
done for her; that he continued to do for her. 


“Well, | guess | didn't really think that far ahead. It was kinda like a reflex... | wonder 
if my face is gonna get all swollen... Oh well.” Ai laughed off her very apparent 
injury, a red mark in the shape of a hand painted across her face. No doubt 
someone was going to ask where that came from, and when they did, Justin had to 
wonder what she would say. Hopefully she told the truth, and this prick got what the 
punishment he really deserved. Something deeper than the cuts Justin had 

imparted upon his flesh. “Hey... Why don’t we go somewhere close by. You know... 
To talk.” Ai recommended, an optimistic grin on her face. “I don't want anyone to 
notice... Funny, even with a face like this, | still want to be with you...” Justin 
chuckled a bit, stepping forward a bit so they were side to side. 


“And even with an ugly mug like mine, I’d be happy to oblige.” 


